
^ aI1 Street's muslin effort to elevate the
stage iit Palmer's Theatre last Tuesday
night by means of the amiable, but rather,
winery youth known as Edwanl Vroom^

of eourse. arouse the sweet spirit of
lation in the bosoms of our managers.

Mu.agers are not a bit saintly. They are

distressingly and insistently human, and
the consequeenee is that while some of
them are laughing at the attempted Wall
Street purification of the footlights, others
are lugubriously furious.
"We positively insist upon elevating Wall

Street," declared a highly influential man¬

ager yesterday. "We shall take up a sub¬
scription among managers and actors, and

.u.. we shall go. wffE imriticatii;:;
iu our eye and the palpitations of the true
reformer underneath our waistcoat. Our
plan of action I cannot accurately outline
just at present, but we'll do by them as

they tried to do by us. They took a

liaphanous young nobody as their disin¬
fectant. We'll do the same. We'll purify
Wall Street by means of some poor devil
of a straggler, who cannot legitimately
make headway against the Russell Sages
Df the thoroughfare."
The managers are' right. What is sauce

for the goose is most assuredly sauc£ for
the gander. In setting up Mr. Edward
A room in Francois Coppee's admirably
dreary poem, "For the Crown," his Wall
Street and "society" backers were guilty
of irrevocable impertinence. Mrs. Vroom,
who talked Mr. Vroom to them until they
were sick at heart, printed all their nice
little comments in circular form, as I told
you last week, and in view of the "popu¬
lar" failure of "For the Crown," these
comments make very humorous reading,
foi the.v show the hopeless incompetency
»f Wall Street and "society" to grapple
with fhe problem of stage elevation.

Their great point evidently was that the
manager w ho invests his money in a play,
engages his people and pays his bills is all
«¦Tong, That sort of thing must be stopped.
It is inartistic. Managers who pay
bills cannot possibly find time to
think of Art with a capital A. and
the Drama with an excessively capital D.
W e ,1 take a man who has no scenery,"

said Wall Street, "no money, no theatre,
and we'll get rid of these sordid speculators,'
these Dalys and Frohmans, and Palmers
and Frenches. So they took poor little
Vroom. a youth to fortune and to fame un¬

known. a stripling so absolutely transparent
that you can almost see his innards vylthout
the use of Roentgen's cathode rays. It
would perhaps be more accurate to say that
they allowed Vroom to take them. The
Hon. Henry E. Howland purred something
pretty about the time being ripe for Vroom"
and Colonel William Jay opined that "For
the Crown" would be an excellent play to
open with. Julleu T. Davies bleated forth
his pleasure at being even remotely connect¬
ed with such a movement, and until last
Tuesday, at 11:15 p. m., Colonel William
H. Bliss believed that Mr. Vroom's efforts
would receive the grateful support of the
public. Such a brede-breda about nothing at
all was surely never heard before. There
was a cry and a shout, and a deuce of a

rout, and nobody seemed to know what
'twas about.

*
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The trouble with Mr. Vroom and his Wall
Street supporters was that they labored
under the barbaric delusion that a play, in
order to be moral and elevating in it's ef¬
fects, must be deadly dull. According to"
them, we must do penance in the the'atre
We must sit there, with faces as long a.s

fiddles, and with thoughts darkly dallying
with s ildde and death. It is wicked to
laugh and be fat. It is unholy to go to the
p'ayhouse lor mere amusement.
Mr. Vroom and his colleagues would like

us to enter the theatre fasting and grovel-
Hug in the dust. Perhaps, under these
conditions, it would be possible to appre¬
ciate -For the Crown." The flesh must
be mortified. When the curtain rises we
must recollect that we are here to-day and
there to-morrow. At the close of the first
ace we can <ro into the lobby, take a

Klass \>! ice watei^ and say to our neigh¬
bors, "Life is but an empty dream." And
before the play is over Mr. Vroom and his
colleagues would be delighted to see us in
a state of moral and mental collapse.

It is this fanaticism, this idea of self-
torture revived from the. Dark Ages, that

the elevators of the stage rely upon for
success. It never seems to occur to them
that a play like "Charley's Aunt" does fifty
times more to elevate the stage than a

the poems of Francois Coppee, condensed
and distilled. They hunt around for some

gloomy tragedy, and pounce upon it with
avidity. Theatre-goers must be purged of
their frivolity. With the Vroom-ltes laugh¬ter is the devil, and mirth was conceived
and born in hades.
"For the Crown" has literary merit, and

nothing more. It is a pompous essay on
patriotism, and when the hero kills his
poor, dear father, because his poor, dear
father was a traitor to country, you are

expected to applaud the "strength" of the
situation. It is, in effect, dramatic.the
only dramatic episode in the tragedy but
its effect is not elevating by any means.
Nor is the ineffable cruelty of Etienne, the
bishop-king, who condemns Constantin to
be chained to the foot of a statue for the
rest of his life, elevating. It is, perhaps, in
accord with the moral shadows of the fif¬
teenth century, but.bless your hearts, ye
Vrooms, and Blisses and Jays.if you want
merely to elevate us, do it with Uplifted
to-dayness. Why hark back to the early
ages for means of elevating the twentieth
century? It is absurd.
Managers might just as well, when they

are trying to elevate Wall St., go back to
old methods, and tell the financiers to help
themselves to what they want, and fight
for their requirements.
"For the Crown'' is absolutely useless to

New Yorkers It will not lift them up an
inch, and it will not amuse them. Man¬
agers saw it abroad, and gave it the cold
shoulder.' With all due respect to the
Vroom-ites, managers are no fools. They
know what tne public wants, and they
would be little less than idiots if they pro¬
vided what it didn't want. The public
clamors for bread, and will not put up
with a stone. "For the Crown is a
stone of the heaviest and most sinkable
description, and the stage of New York has
no use for it whatsoever. As for Mr. Vroom,
who posed as the star of the affair, "sup-
ported" by Rose Coghlan (don't smile),
he is very evidently a stage-struck boy,
who should be spanked and put to bed
without his supper, until his head has been
cleared of the meretricious nonsense with
which it must be filled. If he insists up-j on being an actor, he should go to school
for at least ten years with Nelson Wheat-
croft or some other fosterer of young
dramatic buds. Physically he is incapa-
citated for romantic roles. During his
harangues and heroics in "I'or the Crown
you feel that here was a soldier who need-
e(i beef tea and cod liver oil twice a day
before he could hope to pose as a patriot.
How he had the strength to kill poor, dear
father I couldn't for the life of me make
out. Poor, dear father must have been
anxious and willing to die.
The only redeeming features of "For the| Crown" were Rose Coghlan and Maud Har-

rison. Rose Coghlan is an artist, and she
seemed more necessary than ever to our
famished entities in this dreadful produc-
tion How sad to see this splendid actress
"supporting" Mr, Vroom! I don't believe

| that she would allow Vroom to say "A let-
ter," sir." or "My Lord, the carriage waits,"
in uuv' production for which she was re¬

sponsible. "For the Crown" has given,
Rose Coghlan back to us again, and we
mustn't let her slip away. We really
mUatn't. We must see her once more at the
head of her own company, and we must
tenderly cherish her. Miss Coghlan has;
suffered, as managers are all suffering,I from the lack of plays, but her time will
come again. And when it does come, Rose.,
we'll be nice to you, and considerate, and
affectionate, for you showed us last Tues-
day night how really necessary you were to
the metropolis.
Miss Coghlan will lose nothing by her

work in "For the Crown." Mr. Palmer will
also Ret the rent of his theatre, so this at¬
tempted elevation of the stage will not be
absolutely barren of good results.

» . .

Sarah has captured the town with "Gis-
monda".or perhaps I should more correct¬
ly say that she has added a few extra
wires to her net. New York has always
been hers, and "Glsmonda" has merely
strengthened her hold upon it. The be-
littlers of Sdrah must feel rather shaky

as they view the enthusiasm caused by the
production at Abbey's of Sardou's most
admirable play. There is not a dull mo¬

ment in the five acts of this wonderful
"Gismonda," and when Sarah is on the
stage the audience is in a perpetual condi¬
tion of almost fatiguing thraldom.
Sarah i« a marvel, with a capacity for

work that is almost beyond belief. Duse
can play for a certain number of nights
only each week. The strain, the nervous

tension.and al Itliat sort of thing don't
cherknow.are so overwhelming. You see

dear little, wholesome Xethersole respond¬
ing to curtain calls, all a-pant, and aspen-
leafed witn effective agitation. Sarah,
whose cyclonic passion it is difficult to v*ew

unmoved, announces that this week she will

play "Gismonda" every night, from Mon¬
day to Saturday Inclusive, with a Wednes¬
day matinee of the same, a Thursday mati¬
nee of "Fedora," a Friday matinee of
"Phedre" and a Saturday matinee of "La
Dame aux Canielias."
Ten performances in one week, and each

representation riddled with all the emo¬

tions' Thiuk of that, ye Duses and ye
NethersolesI I verily believe thiit Sarah
would do continuous performances at Proc¬
tor's or Keith's, if she heard that it was

advisable.
It is this aimosti superhuman energy that

has made Sarah great. I believe this cease¬

less activity keeps her young and lissome.
If Sarah stopped acting she would grow
fat and lazy and old. As it is, she sim¬

ply arrests approaching senility. She snaps
her lingers at Father Time and pays ab¬

solutely 110 attention to him. She is young¬
er to-day than she was lifteen years ago.
She is an ingenuous lassie compared with
Pattl. Modjeska might be her mother.
I'm not joking, parole d'honneur.and
Ellen Terry an elder sister.
"Gismonda," written for Sarah, fits her

like a Parisian glove, without a wrinkle.
It caters to her astounding powers as no

other play has ever done. "Fedora" and
"La Tosca" and "Izeyl," which we always
considered excellent fits, we can now see

to be baggy and bulging. "Gismonda,"
from start to finish, is Sarah's own pla«.
Nobody else can touch it. Really, it seems

impertinent to even remember Miss Daven¬

port's production at the Fifth Avenue
Theatre, beautiful as it was from a pic-
torial point of view. Sardou ilxist really
be a greedy person, or he would never have
sold her the American rights. It's all very
well to say that business is business, but
Sardou as an artist should have had a soul
above such mere questions of dollars and
cents. Of course he doesn't care a hang
about the appreciation Of any audiences
but those of Paris, and the fact that Sarah
has at last done justice to "Gismonda,*'
in New York, will probably not interest
him very acutely.
Sarah worked last Monday night as I

have never seen her work before. She
threw herself into her part. She simply
hurled herself at the situations, and
smashed them into smithereens. Her pas¬
sion made the audience quiver in sym-
pathy. She tugged at our nerves, and
twisted them into any shape that suited
her fancy. Her enemies laugh at this and

say that it is not "the truth," but merely
theatricalism. It is a mighty effect, and if

it be a lie, it is the sort of lie thai; people
appreciate. The truth is well enough, but
it is not always desirable on the stage.
Clara Morris tells the truth when she
blows her nose before the audience and

sips restoratives pro bono publico, but Miss
Morris's realism is highly objectionable.
Besides, "the truth" means different things
to different people. There have undoubt¬
edly been, and there undoubtedly are, peo¬
ple in real life just as tempestious as

Sarah In her various creations. They are

exceptional people, and Sarah is an excep¬
tional actress. When a Sarah belittler
says that Sarah is not true, he should add.
"according to the truth, as I in my limited
and petty experiences have found it."

s
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Melodrama certainly has its uses. You
and I laugh at the cheerless heroine as

she falls picturesquely from a' precipice in
her best Sunday clothes, and are highly
amused at the canvas safe that is banged
open with dynamite. Personally I adore
that sort of thing, because it is so restful
to the nerves. There are thousands of
people, however, who patronize melodrama
because it is the cheapest and most harm¬
less way of getting thrilled.
There are men and women whose lives

are nothing more than a hopeless struggle
for mere existence; folks who haven't the
time or the inclination to worry them¬
selves about the heroine in a Worth gown
who asks the audience to decide whether
it is really necessary to marry when you
don't believe in marriage. What care they
for tjje lady who runs away with a lover
whom she hates in order to get away
from a husband to whom she is devotedly
attached?
These theatregoers want to be thrilled

as quickly and as cheaply as possible. They
ask for ready-cooked thrills, hot from the
hre, served steaming while you wait, and
they have their caterers, just as we have
at our Broadway playhouses. At the Star
Theatre a man can get a reserved seat to
see "The War of Wealth" for the same price
that his wife pays for a dozen fresh eggs.
For the money invested he gets three huge
and wholesome thrills thrown at him by
Mr. Charles T. Dazey, and he goes home
refreshed and tlttilantly agitated.
There was a packed house when I went

to see "The War of Wealth." i noticed a
woman at the back of the theatre standing
up, with a baby In her arms and a toddler
tugging at her skirt. The audience in¬
cluded young girls, beardless boys, stout
matrons and workingmen. They enjoyed it
hugely, although they saw the absurdity of
the whole affair just as keenly as you and
I. They were after thrills, however, and
they were not particular how they got
them.
"The War of Wealth" is not as good as

Mr. Daley's other melodrama, "In Old
Kentucky," but it meets most of the re¬

quirements of the Star Theatre, and its
climaxes are ingenious. In his story Mr.
Dazey has simply followed all the tra¬
ditions. There Is a villain who has nothing
on earth to do but walk about and plot
against people. H,e must prowl about all
night plotting. He is the sort of man
who would plot against his grandmother
if there were nobody else handy. Then
there is the gentleman afflicted with hero-
itis, who loves the heroine in spite of her
funereal characteristics. There are also a
fat comedy Major, and a couple of sim¬
pering young lover-fools. The other char¬
acters are mere padding, introduced to

spread the melodrama into a three-hours
evening entertainment.

1 always wonder why these melodrama-
lovers do not rebel at the monotonous hero¬
ines foisted upon them. Other forms of
theatrical entertainment improve. Why
must melodrama stand still? It is disgust¬
ing to ask amiable and long-suffering au¬
diences to endure the lachrymose heroine
just because they endured her years ago. A
girl who is about to go through distressing
adventures surely needn't betray any agony
until the adventures arrive. In "The War
of Wealth" Helen Raymond is miserable
the instant she comes upon the stage. Long
before she falls down the precipice she is
agonized. If the hero tickled her she
wouldn't laugh.not she. She would burst
into tears. Nothing can move her to laugh¬
ter. She even dresses for grief. While the
other characters in the play wear ribbons
and furbelows, and flecks of color, this hor¬
rible, grief-drenched Helen liits 011 in an
immoral gray dress, with a perilously neat
collar. Even her sleeves are smaller than
they need be, for she probably feels that it
would be beneath the dignity of a woman
who is about to fall down a precipice to
wear big sleeves. Melodramas of the order
of "The War of Wealth" would go much
better with blithe and mirthful heroines,
who decline to be wretched until wretched^
i'oss arrives. The mere contrast would be
effective. Think this over, ye injured la¬
dies. and laugh until your playwright' in¬
sists upon tear*.
"The War of Wealth" is fairly well acted,

although Mr. Henley and Miss Mclntyre
failed to make the hero and heroine inter¬
esting. I like that little ingenue Belle
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Bucklin, because she doesn't simper and
gurgle, and Madeline Boutpn, because she
is unaffected as well as pretty.

***
Comic opera used,to have a place for the

sole of its foot, in the good old days before
"The Shop Girl," "An Artist's Model," and
"The Lady Slavey" won our fickle alle¬
giance. Now, alas! coinic opera is home¬
less, ragged and tanned. Like the little vul¬
gar boy, "it hasn't got 110 supper, and it
hasn't got no M(i." Marion Manola, who
once upon a time queeijed it in the most
tuneful works, lias been singing in the
variety houses. So has Lilly Post. So has
Perugini. So was William T. Carleton.
All these people will rejoice to hear that

Messrs Ah1,nv. Scb ""tre!' & Grau are going
1o make Abbey's Theatre a "home" for
comic i;|)cia. 1 hey win have a stock or¬
ganization and will make as many comic
opera productions as possible. This is good
news. Don't reproach me with infidelity to
"The Shop Girl." 1 love her sti'!. Don't
throw "Au Artist's Model" reproachfully at

my teeth. She is still exceedingly dear 1,1
ib's, and above all, remember that I still
cherish "The Lady Slavey."
Comic opera, however, is too potent a

form of entertainment to be allowed to go
to the dogs. Those dogs are too well fed
as it is. Comic opera should at least be
rescued from their clutches. Messrs. Ab¬
bey. Schoeffel «Sc Grau have been so success¬
ful with grand opera that you feel warm
and cozy when you think of tliem extending
their efforts in the comic direction. Mr.
Grau is an old comic opera enthusiast. The
Held is by no me^iis a terra incognita to
him. Dost remember when he managed
poor Aimee? And it wasn't so long ago
that he brought Theo to this country, and
introduced us to Jtidie. It was a Grau,
though not the present Grau, who first
produced "Genevieve de Brabant" and
"The Grai*d Duchess" at the old Four¬
teenth Street Theatre.

Messrs. Abbey, Schoeffel <fc Grau
will restore comic opera to its an¬
cient dignity, and give that most in¬
nocuous pastime another show. Perhaps
they will renovate it and abolish the hack¬
neyed "love song " Invariably rendered by
the tenor in the centre of the stage; the
trooping chorus damsels, whose advent indi¬
cates the close of an act as surely as soup
pl.utes foreshadow the opening of a dinner,
and the irrelevant soprano, who gives us
her high notes apropos of nothing at all in
the opera. Comic opera before it lost its
home had sprouted the whiskers of tradi¬
tion. Perhaps Messrs. Abbey, Schoeffel &
Grau will give it a good shave before it
returns to Abbey's Theatre.
Lillian Itussell is coming to Abbey's be¬

fore that house gets its" new furniture.
Lillian, with the placid, comforting notes
of the simmering tea kettle and the viva¬
city of a skittish bivajve. She is going to
give us a new comic opera by Juiiaji Ed¬
wards iind Stanislaus Stange, called "The
Goddess of Truth." Miss Russell always in¬
sists upon being either a goddess, a queen,
or a duchess, and 1 am told that she has
a very good part in the new opera.
Let us hope that she will succeed, for

she has been most decorous of late. It
is many months since she has been mar¬
ried, and several weeks since she has been
engaged. In fact, she has kept herself
sumptuously quiet, and the public is prob¬
ably quite willing to take her up again.
It is always folly to give us a certainty for
au uncertainty. Miss Itussell is a certainty,
for her voice is just as good as it ever was,
and she is quite as handsome. The novices
are uncertainties.

rotuThis Is terrible. Not a word frohi Mans¬
field for three weeks. The silence be¬
comes oppressive. There must, be a con¬

spiracy afloat to rob lilm of his perquisites
.two columns a day in the daily pa¬
pers. The matter needs investigation. His
lecturing tour is in statu quo; his nightly

caustic addresses to refractory audiences
are unreported. His latest opinions of
Irving and l'aderewski are unquoted. He
has not even commented 011 the elevation
of the stage, that was to have taken place
at Palmer's Theatre last week. Is'ot a let¬
ter has he sent to his friends about the
intentions of "the poor, struggling artist"
who declines to struggle quietly. The situ¬
ation is desperate. Where is Mansfield?
What is he doing'.'

I have awaited a letter in the loved
handwriting for at least a fortnight, with
the patience of a Mariana in a moated
grange. Xobody can enlighten me as to
ills movements. In "Dates Ahead" I see
that, he plays in Kansas City to-morrow
night, and in St. Louis the following Mon¬
day. That is all I know, and I long for
details. If he will only make rude remarks
in Kansas City to-morrow night, and ciias-
tise Missouri in his own delightful way,
it will be such a relief. It is this hate¬
ful suspense that is so killing.

* *
*

The leading folks who will a-starring go,
are making their fiendish preparations.
Wilton Lackaye, the best of them, has en-

giigid Stuart Hobson's William It. liayden
as his manager, and, tired of working for
other people, as the hackneyed phrase goes,
he will branch out for himself. Georgia
Cayvan is also ready to woo fortune on

her own account. She lias a play all in
readiness, I hear, and some lovely dresses
bought in Paris, with anticipated fashions.
And Kelce.v, the chubby Herbert, who for
years has frowned his agony and smiled Ills
joy at the Lyceum Theatre has, it appears,
discovered an angel with wings that flap.
The only one to hear from is Henry Miller,
who iias been soured by the Michael who
lost his angel that he hasn't had time or
inclination to look for one on his own ac¬
count. It is not likely, however, that he
will refrain. There is no known remedy for
the starring fever.other than that of
starring. ALAN DALE.


